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EPISODE ONE
THE CAB AND HIS MAJESTY
T wa= such an unusually beautiful and
striklng car that everyone looked at i

then turned to
This was what Race had
he sald as he

counted upon.

"Good old Scarlet Runner!"™
drove. “Good cld girl, you're making your
impression.”

Slowly the red car moved up Regent Streest
a® far ae Oxford Circus, where it turned to
roll back, llke some great, splendid beast
pacing the length of a vast cage,

It was past seven o'clock: but the sky was
A blue and sllver mosalc of atars, and elec-
tric globea pulsed with white lights that
gtruck and glinted on the rich scarlet pan-
els of the automobile

The army of workers pouring home from
shep and factory, the army of pleasure-
peekers pouring into restaurant and theatre,
all looked at the car, straining thelr eyes
to make out the crest—gold and dark blue
painted on ecarlet; and those among the
crowds who were women looked also at
Christopher Race

He drove alone, but he was dressad llke a
gentleman, not in the gloried livery of a
chauffeur. He was a thin, dark, eagle-faced
young man., with an. &ir of breeding not con-
tradicted by his evident self-consclousness
Hls mouth—clean-shaven—gave him strength
of character, and his eves a sense of humor
and high daring

The eclectric globes 1it hia face with the
flerce Intensity of theatre footlights, reveal-
ing In it not one mean lipe. But It was not
only the good looks of the driver that at-

look again. >

Christopher

tracted attention; It was hils extraordinary
behavior
He sharply scanned each passer-by as If

searching the crowd for some lost friend,;
and whenever he caught the eyve of a well-
drezsed man who might, from hils appesarancs
have a” good bank account and a correspond-
ingly good position In society, up went the
gloved hand of the motor-driver in evident
invitation. At the same time he smiled and
slightly lifted his eoyebrows, =so that his
whole foce seemed to ask a question.

No one responded to his agreeable signala,
and he arrived at the corner of Charlea
EBtreet without stopping once,

In this qulet thoroughfare of respectable
private hotels and better-~lass  Jodging-
houses wWas graran Uy — wobile, hand-
gome enough to mMwml o ‘AT In. was
dark green in oelor, and 1t " .od silent and
#ad before a discreet-looking doorway—si-

lent beécause the motor had ceased to throb;
ead because, apparently, there was some ma-
lign reason for its silence,

At h lowed down to pass the green car,
the discreet door opened and a gentleman
came out on the pavement

He was dressed as an English gentleman
ghould be when he iz going to dinner on a
winter evening in London; but. though he
locked above all things a gentleman, he dld
not look llke an Englizah gentleman

Under the sleek silk hat, and above the
thick, white silk handkerchief that fillled
In the “V' of the black overcoat, was a face
which an observant person could hardly have
passed withoul a second glance

Never before had the young man in the
red car beheld that face in the flesh, save
once, when as a little boy he had been taken
to a grand pageant to gaze In awe at those
eame clean-cut features (or others exactly
like them), under a glittering sllver helmet,
But, unless he were egreglously mistaken. he
had seen the face in a hundred photographs.
in as many black-and-white drawings In
{llustrated journals; he had seen {t carlca-
tured in comic sketches, and flashed on to
white sheets by blographs at music halls.

For a moment Christopher Race forgot all
about his car, hig errand with the car, and
his interest in the car that was dieabled
But the first words spoken by the gentle-
man with the shining hat and neat over-
coat reminded him forcibly of all three

"No better success?’ asked a clear volce,
in perfect English, enriched by a slight for-
eign accent

“I am very sorry indeed, sir,” apologized
the chauffeur, but I haven't been able yet
to mnke oul what's the matter. Sémething
wrong with the carburetor or the lgnlition.

“I'm late already,” broke In ths gentle-
man, visibly bolsterlng up his patience

It was this moment that the driver of the
red car chose for making his habltunl ges-
ture, which he accompanied with the usual
fnviting smile and questioning lft of the
eyebrows

Instantly the keen gaze of the man with
the waxed moustache fixed his. “Why do you
hold up your hand?' inquired the clear tones,
wwith the un-English accent. At the same
time the speraker tried to mask hia face in
ghadow, backing away from the blaze of the
two cars’ acetylens lamps.

I hold up my hand because I'm plring
gor hire,” mnswered Christopher Race.

“Eh? Plying for hire with that car? Tou
are joking, I suppose'’ Tone and oyes ex-
preszod astonishment, perhaps distrust. But
the red automoblle had come to a dead stop,
wnd the gentleman in the tall hat had stepped
‘o the edge of the pavement to sxamine It
1t closs gquarters, also to examine, incident-
Ally, its driver,

‘“Not at all” sald Christopher Race, "un-
less lifa Is o joke. I'm out to gain s livell-
haod 1 have no llcense to llve, but 1 have
a llcense Lo drive, If you would care to ses
"

“Ha!" eald the other, "“you are a remark-
able palr, plying for hire—you and your car,
May I ask if you are in the employment of
gome person who pends you out on this
buslnesa?”

“T'm my own employer—under Fate T
drive my car; Fate drives mes."

“Indend? I'm Inclined to think"—and the
keen eves flashed to the tinkering chauffeur
—*“that Fate intends you to drive me. What
do you think about 1t?"

“] should be delighted to think that you
are right,” returned Christopher Race.

“Very well, sald the other: "I will en-
gage you—for the evening. You can take
me where I wish to go, and walt. If my
ohauffour can bring my car round latér,

sprang to open the door for him.
waved them back.

*“TI shall sit with the driver.,"” he announced,
with the alir of one accustomed to guick de-
clslons, and never to have them galnsald

“Do you know Desmond Housa?' he asked,
when he was In his place, and Christopher
ready to start

The driver was not surprised In the elr-
cumsatances to hear the name of an historle
place, owned by o man whosa ancestors had
helped to make not only its history, but the
history of natlions. He replied quletly that
he did know Desmond House.

“Then drive me there, If you please, and
&5 quickly ms you can,” =ald hls employer.
“Meantime I shall ba pleased to have ¥you
:::‘\"9 the mystery of yourself and your fine

Christopher obliged.

“If I had failed to earn at least the sum
of five gulneas hefore twelve to-night, noth-
Ing could prevent me from losing anoiher
sum, amounting approximately to ore hun-
dred and seventy-five thousand pounds.

He Invited Christopher to go on with the
story, and Christopher did, In & way per-
fectly frank, simple, and » little humorous.

“The hundred and saventy-filve thousand
pounds—or thereafouts—are my uncle's,”
sald he. "Also a rather nice house in the
country, and a few other things which I
was brought up to believe would eventually
be mine. But my uncle heard stories about
my life which didn't please him, and they
were all true.

"Besldes, If more were needed, 1'd refused
to marry some girl he wanted me to take, to

But he

please. So he sent for me, and all my de-
celtful meekness and sweetness of manner
was of no ume. He saw through me. and told
me I was an Incorrigible young scoundrel.
Also, he told me hir plan for my future.
It was, to cut down my allowance from eight
to one hundred pounds a year, Just enough
to keep me fed, clothed, and housed |In
decency, which, in his opinion—and in mine,

when I came to think of It—was more than
1 deserved

“I heard him through to the end, and then
proposed a s=ubstitute plan, T admitted the
young scoundrel but denled the Incorrigible.

I =»aid I thought that he might glve me a
chance to show that 1 had a backbone., An
preof of its existence 1 refufed the allow-

ance, asking my uncle to keep his money and
reserve his judgment. Said 1 It within a

year I'm a reformed character—that Is, If
I've shown that I'm able not only to make
my own way in the world, but to make It

like & gentleman—wlill

you reconelder, and
not leave the famlly

house and the money

away from the last representative of your
name?
"*All right) sald he. ‘It's a bargain. But

I don't belleve you can do It*

“"And this,” sald Christopher,
doing It You are my first
barely in time."

T am glad to be the one who brings you
luck,” sald the young man's passenger.

"You are at my disposal for the evening,
I belleve,” sald Christpher's passenger, as
Scarlet Runner entered the drive and slowed
down for its approach to the door “My
car may come or it may not. In any case,
1 wish you to walL"”

Ten minutes passed, may be, and the
thoughts of Christopher Racs had glided
from the affairs of his late passenger to his
own He was wondering when he might
expect to get his dinner, when the one thing
which of all others he did not expect hap-
pened. Close to Scarlet Runner appeared the
fNgure which a few minutes ago had been
ceremonliously ushered into the house Thers
It was—the sllm, soldlerly form, seaming
taller than It was because of its upright
bearing. There was the shining hat, shad-
ing the clear features. there the folded
white handikerchlef and the neat overcoat.

Surprised, but hiding surprise at sight of
the guest of the evening, unescorted and out
of doors when he ought stlll to have been
engaged with his oysters, Christopher sprang
from his seat and awalted orders

“Saunders’ Hotel, Charles Strect, Pall Mall
—quick!" sald the crisp volce with the for-
elgn accent But It was less crisp than be-
fore, and betrayed agitation.

Had his passenger's last question heen
repeated, Christopher Race could not have
answered It truthfully and at the same time
decorously, for he was consumed with curi-
osiLy.

One had always heard that this celebratad
personage was erratic and addicted to mak-
ing declslons on impulse; but his latest ca-

“Is how I'm
Pay passenger,

price bade falr, it seemed, to break the
record. A Royal gentleman In asked to a
friendly dinner: he accepts, goes: and be-

fore he has had five minutes at his host's
table ocut he pops, unattended, nervous In
manner, and damands to be taken promptly
back whence he camea!

However, Christopher drove on, In a re-
flective mood and at a pace to sult it, until
he had reached Charles Street. There, at the
door which had glven him his fare and his
adventure, he stopped.

“Go' In and inquire If Lord Thanet and
Lady Ivy de Lisle have coms,” the foreign
volice directed brusquely.

Christopher's face made no
these Iinstructions, but that w;ucnbmeg:an’te ;:
had the hablts of 2 man of the world, With-
in, he was axcited and curlous, for the Ear)
of Thanet and his daughter wars distant
cousins of Christopher Race, and naturally
he would have liked to know the why and
wherefors of His Majesty's Interest {n thelr
movements, If the name of Lord Thanst
alone had been rrﬁnl!.nmzl It would not have
struck him so oddly, for Lord Thanet had at
one time been connected with thes diple-
mutlo service, and had spent years on the
Continent. Bul why did one of the first gen-
tlemen of Europs leave a dinner-party in
the midst to Inquire at an hotel for Ivy de
Lisie?

His Majeaty had n consert to whom he
was devoted, and he was not to be tempted
to a flirtation even by such & beauty as Lord
Thanet's twenly-year-old daughter, who had

ou ean go; but in any cass you shall hnvq been one of the sueccessss of last season.
ftu.- same money. What are your charges?' But, then, 4 man highly placed is occasions

“For the entire evening. five guineas,” sald ally unselfish enocugh to interest himself in a
girl for the sake of another man who needs

And there were two men whons

had heard coupled with

Christopher :
“Good; that is ssttled
atepped forward,

*ar and the chauffaur of ths.zreen ons both

The gentlaman an advocate.
gnd the owner of the red names

Christopher

Lady Ivy de sle's,

Either might have persuaded. th 5
eign to plead his cause with the .-1;-11': gsff_;:rr.
for both could clajm his country as tha land
of their birth. One was Baron von Hess,
the enormously rleh inventor of the latest
quick-firing gun adopted by the Triple Al-
llance; the other was young Max Lind—
whom Christopher had known slightly and
admired greatly at Oxford-—the =on of =
notorious Soclalist who had adopted England
for a country when banished from his own.
A yoar or two ago there had been a rap-
prochement between Max the elder and an
outraged monarch, and a place in the diple-
matle service for young Max had béen held
out a8 an ollve branch.

Baron von Hess was a good match for any
girl below Royalty; Max Lind, on the con-
trary, would have difMicuty In making his
cause good with Lady Ivy's father, unleas,
indeed, & monarch should turn matchmakesr.

As Christopher started to obey orders hes
hoped that this mysterious visit had to do
with Max Lind and Ivy de Lisle. If it had
he was glad that he was concerned with it,
for Max Lind—all unknown to Max Lind's
clever and handsome self—had been the hero
of Christopher's two best years at Oxford.

His hand was on the door. when a call
from his emplover gava him pause. "“Stop!"
eald the great man. "1 left a letter here for
—let me see—was It for Lord Thanet or
his daughter?™—one of the two, I really for-
get to which I addressed (L. That latter I
want back. 1 have changed my mind and
prefer to write a different one. If Lord
Thanst has not arrived, or If he has arrived,
but has not yet read the letter, I wish to
have it agaln. Should you TItarn, on the
other hand, that the letter has already been
received, I wlll send a message.”

Christopher went in somewhat bewlidered,
but knowing that momehow he must succeed
in accomplishing his errand.

Christopher was only a poor relation, &
mere “forty-second cousin' and, moreover,
was under the ban of family disapproval.
Nevertheless, Lady Ivy gave him a lovely
smile of surprised recognition,

She was always more than pretty, and a
radiant beauty when she amiled —amiled
with grey eyes and pink cheeks, and & palr
of dimples that gave new life and meaning
to red lips.

“Why, father, it's Christopher!”
“Naughty Cousin Kit!
to see ua?’

“l came to ses If you were here,” he re-
plied, hat In hand for her and for Lord
Thanot, who had only the ghost of a amllo'.
with no emphasizing dimples. "I was sent”
he addad, “by a gentleman who not long ago
left a letter to awalt your arrival”

“Oh, no! we must ses what's Iin 1t!" broke
fn the girl. "I ecan't walt. KIit, you knew
Max Lind at Oxford '

“Ivy!" warned Lord Thanet.

“Why thouldn’'t 1 tell, as Kit'a Iin His
Majesty's condenca?’ asked the girl wil-
fully. “We hope—was think—that Max is to be
thanked and honored for a service—oh, well.
I'm not golng to say what—a secret kind of
service, but most important. And If he han
succesded, father's promised that Max and
1 “

she sald.
Have you come here

.

“T will take it to His Ma)esty myseil.

suggested Lord Thanet, and went lr& the

door; but in an Instant he th trow?;?l .
“You can take him the letter,

that myudaughte.- and I have just arrived,

Christopher’s uncle lays dovwn the Inw,

that he can guess the errand which has
brought us up from the country to town at
this time; that I am completely at his ser-
vice should he wish to speak with me in-
stead of writing; and we wlill remaln here
in the hall awalting this message."

Sympathetic now as well as puzsled, Chris-
topher took the letter and carried It out te
his passenger, who &ll but snatched It iIn
his eagerness. “Good!" exclalmed Hla Ma-
jesty. “"Now let us get awary."

"But, sir,” sald Christopher,” "Lord Thanet
bas come and——"

Thoe gentleman In the tonnean hastily ex.
amined the snevelope. “It is still unopened,”
he muttered.

"Tord Thanet has not yet had time to
read the letter. Hs wishea to know If he
may have the honor of comlpg out to—"

‘No," 2aid His Majesty Imperatively, Then
with less abruptness: *"Go back, glve Lord
Thanet my compliments, and say that I re-
gret not having the tlme to spsak with him
thia evening, a8 I have an Important engage-
ment, for which I am already in danger of
being late. My cempliments also to Lady Ivy
de Llale, and I am obliged far thalr courtasy
in returning the letter unread. They shall
hear from me, That Is all; and remember
that 1 am in haste.*

The message evidently gave disappoint-
ment both te father and daughter, though
Christopher guenssed that It was for different
reasons,

Ha 414 not doubt that the “Impoertant en-
gagement” for which hia fars n& da%la::d
himself “in danger of bolng late” was a cone
tinuation of the unfortunate dinner-
Desmond House; therefors the 21-5;]:-“:%1:}:
came from the tonneau gave him a doubls
surprise.

“The Wood, No Thoroughfars Btrest, Ham-
mersmith.” The words struck T
Christopher's ears, RHSrplys an

His Majesty was not going back to ths din-
ner-party. He was golng to the House of
Max Lind the eclder—Max Lind, the long-
ago banished Soclalist. /

What did it mean, Chris asked himself—
that the autocratic head of that Government
was going to pay a secret visit to the Wood
to-night.

Thers was no drive leading up “te the
house, and Scarlet Runner must wglt at the
curbatone in the deserted street appropria
named “No Thoroughfare.” Chrl';‘l,op%er t;t"ly!
down to open the gates, half expecting to
find them lockaed; but they swung apart with
a rusty creeg, and His Majesty was Instantly
swallowed up in shadow,.

The false courier causes tromble.

The Linds, father and son, were above sus-
picion of treachery: but Max senlor was, or
had been, notarious for his antl-Royalist
ideas, and some firsbrand friend might have
taken base advantage of his absence.

wWhat If the man had gone Into a trap
and should never come out allve?

Ten minutes at least had passed since
His Majesty was devoureg by shadows. If
he had knocked and folind no one within.
there had been more than time for him to
return to the automoblle. Bome one, then,
must have recelved him, but whether in
loyalty or treachery Christopher could not
hopa to discover by blundering to the front
door and ringing the bell i

Treading on grass to ave gravel, he
skirted the path round &he house to the
right, and was somewhat relleved to see =
sprinkling of light on thea frosted lawn. It
was thrown from a long French window
which opened to the ground, and as the
casements waere ajar, the heavy green cur-
tains half drawn back., Christopher could
pes Into the room beyond,

His Majesty stood with his baek half
turned to the windew, and facing him was
young Max Lind, In traveling dress, his
white [fce carved In stone, eves dark with
tragedy. The visitor held out to his host &
small revelver, and Max was (aking It

vit is the best thing you can do,” His
Majesty said, and through the open win-
dow the words reached ears for which they

wers not meant “The only thing left for
¥ou to do in honor."

“Very well,” Max answerad dully. And he
looked at the weapon. But Christopher
—you remember we're cousine. She loven
you. This will break her heart, poor child.”
"He mees Ivy,” Ivy's cousin eald to him-
self,

"You will do It?"

‘T will do It. But—"

“There |= a 'but'?

“My God! Yes, slr, there (s a ‘but'—mors
than one. There Is my father., Ha was so
happy and proud He belleved that I should
succeed—that 1 should be able to satisfy
you And there Is—you know well, sir,
thers iz another.”

"It is better for them both that you should
take thia one way of wiplng out disgracs."

“Disgrace! It's a hard word. 1 tried so
earnestly. I thought—I was so certain, only
a quarter of an hour ago, that I had done
well—as well as a man could do."

“And now that I tell you you were utterly
fooled, outwitted by men you should never
bave trusted, don't you see where you stand?”

“Good-night, alr. You will learn to-mor-
row that this time It wasn't in valn"

His Majesty took a step towards a door
epposite the window, but Maox reached it
before him and opened it

“1 prafer to find my way out alons” sald
the visitor. His host bowed submissively,
and stood at ths door until the erect figurs
In the dark overcoat had passed out of sight.
Then, softly, he closed the door, and as he
came back to a desk which was placed ba-
tween door and window Christopher Race
threw the casements wide open. . "

oy i clalmed, before the other
rouIl‘clndmovr.t:xa;euk. “it's I—Christopher
Race. Don't you remember me? There's ne

jze and explalin, axcept to say
:!hr:: 1I° ;f:::‘him to the house, and—I've
heard soms things. I thought You wére away
®ith your father. I followed to protect
His Mujesty In case of a plot; I've stayed
to defend you from one."

‘*Thers {3 no plot,” sald Max Lind.

“T am not so sure. I've seen Ivy to-night
thrilled as ha felt that it was not the re-
volver which those tragic oyes really saw.

“Pon't!" stammered Max.

“T wouldn't, I{f thers weore no hope, but,
bellave me, there (s, I want you to walk
want you to prumino-——; b TS

5 c¢h promisze as I've ma -
.m,ﬁ:?.."-“m“’ cut in, his volce llke ice. “Teu
don't kpow—""

“T den't know what It is you tried to d
and failed in, if you did fail. I suppose yoo.u
were sent on some mission—perhaps one of
those which no Government will acknowl-
edge if It t:.lll, and——" -

‘“You ard right there. I, stupld fool
thought I had been a brilllant success, and
expected a personal letter of congratula-
tion. 1Ivy, too, and her father—but I ecannot
talk of it. It meams that I played Into the
hands of the enamy all the while I dreamed
that they were playing Into mina T don't
even now understand, but—ons takes the
word of Boyalty. You overheard something,
but I know you won't betray it. You meant
well—though it's no use. You must forget
this scene—wipe It off the slate. To-morrow
—you must be surprised, with the rest of the
world, when——"

“Yes, If. But It's only ‘It Lind, I ask
you to walt till; I come back, with newa
which may make all the differencs In the
world to you."

The whits face flushed painfully and the
iraglc syes dlilated. “If you mean to fetoch

wy——

They grasped hands, and Christopher went
qulckly out by the way he had come

There, by the car, stood the neat flgure
In the dark overcoat, the keen eyes looking
this way and that, under a penthouse frown.

“l beg a thousand pardons for keeping
ou, sir,” sald Christopher, as he shot out
etween the half-open gates, “but somes
thing's gone wrong with the motor, and 1
want Inside to look for you, just to say
that I must get her to the nearest garage
before I can take you on. I won't be long: not
many minutes are needed for repaira”

He bent and fumbled, and with a few
turns of a spanner loosened the joint of the
exhaust-pipe near the sllencer. Then qulckly
he turned the starting handle, and Scarlet
Runner broke Into m series of sharp explo-
sglons, dry as the barking of glant fire-
crackers.

His Majeaty stepped back with leas dignity
than haste, and uttered some exclamation in
his native tongue, which was lost among
the explosiona.

‘T'Il1 wait for you,” he =sald.
word about the silencer,

Christopher Race could have shouted as
he flashed away, the car yelplng maledlc-
tions.

When he had turned two corners and was
well out of sarshot from No Thoroughfare

And not a

Street he stooped and sacrewed up the
loosened Joint, then darted on again: but
not to a Earage.

It was well for him and well for Scarlet
Runner that trafMec had gone to sleep, and
pollceman had something more engrossing to
think of than springing traps upon rackless
motorists, for Chrisopher drove as if for the
winning of a cup; and In elght minutes he
was at the door of Desmond House.

To the extreme surprise of the chauffeor
in green and brown, the gentleman chauf-
feur sounded the big bronze knocker with
the self-confldence of a prince

The door flaw open, and a footman stood
revealed, starting.

Christopher wrote something on a wlisit-
ing card.

“This must be glven Instantly to the gen-.
tleman whose name I have written across the
top,” he sald, pointing at an underscored
line.

“It's as much a= my place Iis worth—
more, sir,” stammered the footman, his re-
spect increasing as the visitor’'s peremp
toriness Increased. “I don't ses how 1
could manage it."

“] do net care how you manage It, pro-
vided you de manage It: but It will have to
be managed,” sald Christopher. "Give me
the card again.”

The man gave it, wondering.

Christophar took from his pocket a flva-
pound note (his last by the way. but that
was a detall) and wrapped It round the card.

‘T will wait here, sald he, and 1 expect
an answer in ten minutes at latest"™

He got It In six; but it was neither ver-
bal nor In writing. The man to whom he had
sent the urgent message appeared himaelf
at tha door.

“You are very good, Christophar
claimed. “But 1 knew you would coma.

“Of course 1 came. I am not made of
stone,” sald the other. "And you wrote that
it was a matter of life and death for & man
T valued”

“Do you value young Max Lind, sir?" asked
Christophaer.

I do Indeed, and
preciation.

ex-

intend to show my ap-
He has just rendered me a great
service, In accomplishing & mission tact-
fully, =dreitly, as few other young men
could have accomplished it. And I have done
my best net only to assure his career, but
his happlness for the future as a reward.

Why do you ask such a question?

“Because at this moment Max Lind be-
lleves that you have doomed him to death, as
a ghastly fallure who has compromised the
Government for which he was working. Ha
belleves that you haves put into his hand a re-
volver and told him the only thing to do is
to blow out his brains.”

“Great heavens'! But this is madness.”

“It will be sulcide In less than an hour,
unless you will consent to come Wwith me,
sir ™

‘Leave my friends
me—to go—where?'

“To the Wood, Hammersmith, the house ot
the Linds, where a man who usurps your
dignity and uses it for his own—or Soma
uther's—advantage (s expecting me back
every moment.”

“A .man who—— Can you mean Gustav
Krokestusg?™

"It Gustav Krokesius is the living Imagse
of you, sir, has cultivated a volce like yours,
and wears olothes copied from Yours.

“He does, and for the best of reasons—
becauss he Ia what you English would call
my understudy. A man who naturally re-
sembles ma remarkably, and Is paid to cul-
tivate every detail of that resemblance, tak-
ing my place durlng my visit here when-
ever I wish It, befors the public, that I may
enjoy myself as I pleass and not be spled
upon by reporters or—Anarchists. But he
is off duty to-night”

“OMcially, perhaps. TYet he has bean at
work. Ha went to the Charles Strest hotel
got back o letter left by you for Lord
Thanet, who ls my cousin, and drove out to
the Wood—"

"How de you know all this™

“Because I took him for you, and acted as
his chauffeur until I begun to suspect. Then
I came here to get you to Eave my friend,
Max Lind, from misery and dlsgrace—my
cousin, Ivy de Liale, from a broken heart.

That lovely girl! Ah, I guess the mys-
tery. He Is pald for this business by ven
fHess, who loves Lady Ivy and hates Lind
But von Hess shall pay mere. He shall pay
me. As fer Krokeslus—did you say Wwa
should find him atil]l at the Wood?”

7 gald that I Jeft him there-watching.
but when He sees you—"

wes will be too gqulck for him, sald His
Majeaty, looking plensed.

And they wers teo qulck; for he is a mar
whoas prophecies usually come true.

He made several peopls happy that night
but Gustav Krokeslus was not one of them
nor Baron von Hess.

Christopher poured & glass of champagnt
ever Scarlet Runner's bonnet

“That's a llbation, my beauty,” 'l’;‘f! h.iu-

He was glad that he had quarrelied wilis
his umcls, fhn he was free, with a year of
adventurs before him.

(A New Adventure Next Week.),

who are entertaining
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